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) face was pale and haggard, and wore a look of 


anguish—of mental suffering ! 


He staggered from ; 


this morning. 


* My dear good woman, will you—will you give 


of negroes and boys, all talking and making confn- ¢ 
; > 
sion together, with Hayward standing silent, un- © 


resisting i thir midst. 
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' aa => cm {the spot, with an effort recovered bis step, and ¢ one of these cakes,” he said eagerly, and carrying | 
{ TP 2s 1S LB Ho walked away as firmly as he could. Ife my very one fo his nek he bit off a re et ‘ 
ene , weak and broken in spirit. Ie had proceeded but | before he could successfully resist the impulse. 
THE DANCING FEATHER, a few steps before he experienced the terrible gnaw- ot Giv' yer acake! Och givs? Was e’cr the ; 
{ a anes ; ings of hunger. His mouth was parched and he | likes! Now ye have bit that ye'll plaze tip me the | 
Ly ae ‘ ) felt like choking, as if Ite was deprived of air.— | pinny.” ; 
‘ ATDATE R Re ans 3} oy k eS | his head throbbed, and itis pulse beat quick and; “I haveno money—TI'm starving,” said Henry, 
‘ BY J. I. INGRAMAM, unsteady! He feit that unless he soon obtained | eating away witha voracity that bore testimony § 
Author of “ Lafitte,” “Capt. Kvd,” “ Burton,” “ The } food he should die or go mad! Ile hastened from to the froth ‘of his words, , 
Quadroone,” &e. ; the yard and entered the crowded thorough fare.— ** No money, is it!” repeated the woman, set- ° 
| CHAPTER VIL { It was Chatham Street, and he recognised near | ting her arms akimbo, and looking fiercely ; * pay | 
The Force of Hunger—Hayward Siezed by Officers of Jus- | him the shop of Fink, whose note for a clerk he had , me that pinny or Til have the policé on ye!” i 
| tice on a Charge of I heft—'I he Police Court—The Rescue. answered in person. He walked along slowly, the; “Indeed I kave no money,” pleaded [enry; } 
! Tue first grey dawn of the morning broke upon | crowd jostling lim to the right and left, and none , who by this time, had devoured, witha sort of ° 
the sleeping city. The early milk.cart was heard } caring for him or heeding him, except he stood in ‘ arimat instinct, and famished ferccity, half thre 
} rattling through some distant street leading from their way. cake, 
} the country ; the watchman retired from the street ; “ Tshall perish with the bright sun shining down ‘Thin by Jasus ye don't fast aff o' Jinny Me. 
) the chimney sv eep began his sonorous and monoto- | upon me, the frces of my kind about me, and amid , Thwalter, yerthaifo’ the world! Thaif! Thaif ! 
nous cry; a hack, with a trunk behind, rolled off , the merry laughter of passing ladies, and the sports  Thaif ! Stop Thaif ! { 
to some early boat ; the omnibus appeared, and the ‘ of children,” he said, bitterly. “ Yes, I shall per-} At this ery of the enraged stall.woman the pas- {| 
drays began to thunder towards the scenes of busi- ; ish in the midst of my species, with nonc to relieve sers-by, whoin nothing less than the ery of “ thief,” | 
} ness; the sidewalks were filled with workmen, | —none to pity—till fix dead! I must eat! Oh | or “ murder,” could stop in their headlong course, { 
with tin pails in their hands, going to their daily | God, this suffering ! IT must eat! I cannot perish ! immediately thronged around the stall, and two 
labor, and apprentices in neat shawl and chip hat, ; I will not perish !” he cried, with desperate energy. | rough fellows, in red shirts and tick pants, | 
) tripping to their morning tasks. ‘The poor loafer | “ Here is a stall! God of Heaven ! see the fruit! | rolled up over the top of their boots, seeing her j 
j crawled forth to seek his food, and the beggar to , see the cakes! see the means of life! I cannotdie | point at Ifayward, immediately laid hold upon { 
pick up alms! The day had fairly commenced } with these in view! It would be acrime against } him. } 
j with all its noise, bustle, confusion, sortows, cares, , the Providence of God to die when I can stretch “ What has Ne done ? What has the thief sto- | 
\ hopes, fears, ambition, happiness and miseries. It ; forth my hand and save my life! Yet I will ask | len?” were the cries that assailed Henry's ear, , 
i ! was cighto’clock, and the sun had been three hours ; for it! I will not take it, though I can scarcely | mingled with the vituperation of the woman. } 
| giving life and cheerfulness to the seencs around, | restrain my fingers! ‘The woman looks at mée.—{ “He has stolen iny cakes! crag him off to the 
when, from beneath a pile of boards, which were | F will ask her.” police office,” shouted the virego. “ I'll have hold 
} laid as to afford shelter under their covert | Henry approached the stall that stood at the | o’ him, the villain,” she screamed, getting round | 
and suffer the grass to grow long and rank be. | junction of Chatham-street with the square. An) ber stand and catching poor Llayward also by the 
tween, Henry Hayward, the unhappy hero of our | Irish woman, with the hard browned features of | arm. } 
| story, made his appearance. At four o'clock in | one exposed abryad to all weathers, sat behind it ** Indeed, indeed—I have not sfo!en—JI—but 
the morning, wearied and ready to die, he had, with her arms folded bencath an old shawl Her ITenry could get no farther in his defence. ; 
wandered to this spot, not far from where we left | eyebrows were angular and lowering, and the little * Hear to the villain ! hear him !” shouted the 
him, and faid down, overcome with the weight of , grey eyes that twinkled beneath, were cold andav- woman, shaking him. ‘ He says he haint stole, 
i his woes. Sleep soon locked his senses in blessed  aricious. She had a nose that turned up, always | and see the gingerbread in his fingers, and his 
{ repose, and he awoke only when the high ascen- , the signa of an ugly temper in the uneducated, avd | mouthful! He shall go to the police office, and Ih | 
ding sun sought out his covert, and shone bright | her apper lip was very long and strait. Her mouth have justice, if its to be had in Amerily !” j 
} and warm in his face! He opened his eyes and ; was very ugly and brutal. As [Henry approached * Only a cake—pay her for it and cut sticks,” i 
smiled on feeling the refreshing beams of the sun, ; the stand, her quick eye cver on the alert for a said one of the men, letting go his grasp upon his { 
which, too often, serves both for fire and garments ; buyer, saw him, and she bent over her stall towarde | shoulder. f 
for the wretched poor—God's own universal gift, ) him. Henry laid his hand upon a pile of three or ITenry was about to answer that he had no money } 
| of which no man’s power ean deprive them ! ‘ four penny molusecs cakes. , when the man in the red shirt and hie comrade 
{ Hayward rose to his fect, and looking round, “ Pinny a picce,” she said mechanically. { disappeared in the crowd. ; 
found he was in a lumber-yard, not far from some Hayward'’s hand involuntarily relaxed, as he * Tfulk what the row here?” said a coarse © 
q) noisy thoroughfare ; for the soand of voiecs and } heard the term money, bot it was laid again irre- stout man, forcing his way to the crowd, which dy 
(i numerous feet, and the roar of wheels were constant | sistably upon an apple tub next the cakes. was now composed principally of the lowest order ( ) 
€)\ and loud, not a great distance from him. His!  “ ‘Tupenny aitch,” said the woman; “ baked tT 
¢ 
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“ Och, Mister constable, an’ its your blissed face | raigned before the bar of a criminal court! What 
is welcome this minit,” said the woman. * Here’s ; will Blanche Hillary say? what will my enemies 
the spalpecn of a thaif, thinkin’ coz I’m a lone say? Oh God! amI about to be branded before 
woman he'd be afther coomin the blather over me; | the world with infamy? I, Henry Hayward! I, 
and so he staals my ginger cakes, and thrumbs ; who have never committed an act unworthy a man 
thim into his black maw widout niver askin’ by | or a gentleman! God help me! I shall sink under 
your lave, or havin’ niver a pinny in his impty | this blow !” were the bitter feelings of his broken 
pockets !” heart. 

“ Aye, and so this is your game, my covey, is “Will you join us if I get you clear from this 
it?” suid the policeman, taking Hayward by the , ugly scrape, comrade?” said a voice close to his 
shoulder, when the woman released her grasp up- | ear. 
on his wrist. What have you to say for yourself, Hayward started as if his secret thoughts had 
hey? You are an old lark, I see! Don't my grip ; been read, and beheld, a few feet from him, ming- 
feel like an old acquaintance ?” ling in the crowd, the from of “ Red Fred.” He 

For a moment Hayward was silent. He was} had recognized the voice, and knew that he must 
overwhelmed with grief, shame and disgrace. He | have been the speaker. Fred’s glance met his sig- 
felt he could not have resisted eating that cake if | nificantly. 
his life had depended upon withholding it from his 
mouth. He was taken in the act of eating what 
he could not pay for, and he felt that there was no | his opportunity and again jostled near him, 
defence that he could make in the face of the fact. * You will be sent up for three months! Dis- 
His painful and public situation forced itself upon } graced forever! Better say “ yes!” Nod your 
his proud and sensitive heart, and he felt as if} head and you are free before you turn the next 
death ut that moment would be a relief to him.— | corner. 
His heart ecased to beat! All the blood rushed to | 





eee 


The temptation was a great one,— 
“* How can he aidme?” thought Hayward. “ He 


5 
; . . AJ 
; may be in league with the officer !” Fred watched 


Come, shipmate, bear a hand !” 

“ How can you save me?” 

* Will you join?” asked he ina low tone.— 
“ Well, what have you to say, my fine covey ?” ) “ Speak quick for I can’t be seen here !” 

repeated the officer. 


his brain ! 


There was a violent struggle in Hayward’s breast, 
“ Nothing, lead me where you will?” he an- between his innate principles of honor and his hor- 
swered in a low tone, with difficulty articulating | ror at public arraignment for theft perhaps followed 
the words, by imprisonment! His pride plead for release, be- 
“ Will you appear against him, old woman?” fore public exposure and infamy had branded him. 
asked the officer, leading off the desponding Hen- } His fear of giving himself up to the criminal life of 
ry amid the jeers and jokes of the heartless crowd. such men as the one now near him, restrained his 
* T'll do it, if I don’t sell another thing to-day, | desire of freedom at such a price. 
said the virago turning to fasten up her stall. * Come, comrade, there is little time for con- 
The officer, who was an underling of the police, | sulting charts—the reefs are dead ahead and you'll 
was a short thick set, stout fellow, who looked as 


strike and go down, unless you tack ship and fol- 
if his former trade had been to knock down bullocks | low my track,” said Fred, and he pointed to the 


for the slaughtering-knife, and who had a beetle } Halls of Justice, which now appeared in sight.— 
shaped head and beetle brow, with a gross animal Henry shuddered as he looked at those massive 
physiognomy, in the expression of which there was | granite prisons, and fora moment his resolution 
not one atom of charity, kindness or benevolence. | wavered. He laid his hand on Fred’s arm, half 
He led Hayward away towards the lower police by | uttered an assent, and then flung the arm from 
by a rough grasp of his collar, and with a troop of him. 

ragged negrocs and boys following at his heels. 


**No, no! I will bear my fate. I thank you, 
How decply did Hayward fcel his degradation ! | but cannot listen to you on the terms you propose. 


How his proud spirit was humbled, and his kind | Come, officer, lead on!” he added to the police- 


heart hardened by his wrongs. How his sensitive | man, who had not heard, or seemed not to heed 


nature shrunk at this public ignominy ! He felt as } what passed between his prisoner and the other. 
if the bitterest moment of his life had come! | Fred looked disappointed, and standing where 
“« Have I been suffered by Heaven to come to | Hayward had replied to him, he let the crowd pass 
this! have I but retained my integrity to be brand- | on. 
ed asa criminal ? Is this the reward of virtue ! bet. “* Well, ifhe ins’t a rum’an, may I never hold 
ter had I been guilty and lived in luxury than—No! ! another glass of half and half between my lIelt eye 
—no! I have now the conscivusness of innocence, | and the light! I don’t know what to make o’ this 
I am not guilty! before God I did not steal that { chap! As is cither a fool, and don’t know what is 
food ! I could not resist the impulse to convey it to best for him, or else he is a methodist, and 
my mouth! No, I am innocent, whatever be the 


thinks he is going to martyrdom, and I dare swear 
iseue.—And am I on my way to prison! dragged | would rather be burned ata stake than eat a steak ! 


hke a murderer—dragged, a thicf, though the; Well, I'll back to the captain and report progress. 
streets! And what is my crime? Poverty. 


If | Here I’ve been a!! the morning in chase’o him, and 
ever man had reason to war henceforward with ; just as I come within hailing distance ‘he must 
society, it is 1! If Heaven desert me, I fear for | steala piece of gingerbread, and be nabbed by 
my integrity when I shail be released! for then I | Butcher Bill! I wonder what there is so very 
ehall be indeed forever an outcast, with the brand / special nice in him that makes our captain so anx- 


of crime upon an innocent brow! Then there will | ious to get hold of him. He is brave and resolute, 


,can have criminals lke myself for companions! | could be made to work well and pull steady !” 


Oh, that [ could free myself from life—that 1! Red Fred having given utterance to this mysti- 


could breathe my last breath ere I be taken and ar. cal speech, turned on his heel and took his way rap- 
—_ 








be no career open before me, but that in which I} and would bea good bargain to the band ifhe | 


aN 


idly in the direction ofa crooked street that diverg- 
ed eastwardly from Centre street, in which stood 
the * Tombs” or city prison. He kepton his way 
along the ill-paved side walk for a few minutes, 
and past a row of old, half-sunken houses, that 
seemed, from the great number of black and white 
children about the door and cellars, to be inhabited 
by African and Irish. At the extremity of this 
wooden range of tumble-down tenements, he des- 
cended a few stone steps, which led him into a 
narrow paved alley three feet wide, and shut in on 
each side by the walls of houses, At the end of 
this alley he came to a small, close open court, ut 
the opposite side of which stood a sort of quadfang- 
} ular tower, which in the earlier days of the city 
had beena windmill. It adjoined in the rear a 
lofty rambling pile of brick tenements, with a narrow 
wooden terrace or platform to each story. 
“ Here is the rookery, looking like an old hulk 
at her moorings! I wonder if the captain has got 
| here yet! He told me to bring the student here if, 
| 


ee 
PO 


I found him, and he would be here! Ah, here's 
one o’ the lads! It’s the lieutenant !” 

As he spoke, a persen appeared from a large open 
archway beneath the tower which ran through it, 
leading to some dark unknown, beyond where, the 
light of day did not penetrate. He was clad tho- 
roughly, like a sailor of a North River sloop, but 
the face was that of Morris Greme. 

* Are you there, Fred?” said the individual ad. 
vancing, and mecting Fred beneath the entrance 
of the arch, “ have you seen the captain ?” 

*« T was to find him here.” 

“ He has notcome. I wish to seehim! Have 
you fallen in with Hayward ?” 

“Yes, He has just been taken up for stealing 
} ginger-cakes from an old woman’s stall.” 

“* Stealing! Arrested! Then he is ours!” said 
Morris, with delight. 

** Not so sure! I spoke to him as Bill Butcher 
was leading him off, but he would’nt listen. He 
: will die hard game !” 

* Is he at the police?” 

* Not yet! I left him on the way! 

“T will get him off Tell Carlton I shall soon 

be here, and wish him to wait for me, as I have 
something of importance to tell him.” 
; With these words Morris Greme, in outward 
} appearance, looking like one of the commonest 
| fellows in the street, took his way rapidly toward 
the police office, resolved to ply his temptation at 
this hour of trial. 

Morris Graeme, was the son of a Salem merchant, 
who had spoiled him from infancy to youth, by a 
series of indulgencies. At the age of eighteen he 
entered Yale College, but was dismissed before he 
had been there six months, for his vices, for the 
indulgence of which, his father supplied him with 
ample funds. I.s father’s influence succeeded 
in getting him admitted to Harvard where he soon 
made himself notorious for his vices. His father’s 
death occured shortly after his admittance there, 
and an examination of his estate, showed him to 
be a bankrupt. Morris’s indulgences in a college 
life, were now limited, and involving himself large- 
ly in debt, he excuted a forgery upon a Boston 
merchant. Detection ensued, and he was arrested, 
but by the influence of the faculty and his friends, 
the prosecution was suspended, and he was sent 
; from college in disgrace. This was the first year 
of Hayward’s collegiateship, and he had then be- | 
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come acquainted with Morris, and indecd intimate 
with him, untilhe had discovered the vices of his 
_ head and heart. From Cambridge, Morris came 
tu New- York, and entered upon a career of fashion- 
able extravagance which it was, known he suppor- 
ted by gambling. Gambling, however, if long 
followed, impoverishes ; and ruin is the issue.— 
Morris Greme, therefore, struck out a new path 
for the exercise of his genius, and associating 
himself with a few other kindred spirits, began 
systematically to prey upon the community. He 
became the President of a secret society, the field 
of whose exploits was not only cunfined to the city 
but to the waters surrounding it, the islands and 
opposite shores. But as we are by and by, to in- 
troduce our readers to the company of these gentle- 
man, we will leave further account of them to fur. 
ther developinents of the tale. 

Hayward was led by the officer in the direction 
ofthe Tombs, and as he approached the vast 
gloomy pile with its huge LEgyptain pillars and 
solemn portals, his heart sank within him. Fatigued, 
from wandering houscless through the street, weak- 
ened hy hunger, and fevered by excitement, he 
felt truly wretched. It was with difficulty he 
could get up the steps with the unfeeling aid of 
the officer. 

The chilliness of the stone hall cut him to the 
heart. He looked round on the stern faces of men 
who scarcely heeded him, for the presence of prison- 
ers under the charge of officers was too common 
an occurence there to be noticed beyond a passing 
The policemen conducted him to the up- 
per vestibule, and then through a passage leading 
to a guard-room. He here delivered him to an 
officer or keeper in attendance or who thrust him into 
an inner apartment and turned the key. ‘The place 
was filled with prisoners of every low degree. He 


glance. 


wenches, the most squalid looking white men, and 
vicious and filthy people, such as he had never 
met with before. 





with hisor her own condition. 
prisoners who had been taken up the night before, 
and were now wailing to appear and receive their 
sentence at the hands ef the judge of the petty ses- 
sions. 

Hayward turned away witha full heart from 
the wretched company in which he found himself, 
ed upon an inner court of the prison. He began 
to reflect painfully and sadly upon his situation.— 
In how short a time had he come to this, and with- 


of men, and that, save the loss of that self.confi- 
dence which innocence gives, it were best to be 
guilty ! But this was a momentary error of thought, 
and he banished the idea tNe moment it entered 
his mind. He felt that to be innocent in the eye 
of God, was well worthy every sacrifice he had 


tion cheered him, low in spirits as he was for want 
of sleep, food, and freedom, disgraced in ignominy 





world, even within his prison walls. Yes, he felt 


as if he would not exchange his gloomy prison | 


with his honest heart, even for the gorgeous halls 
) of Morris Greme with the guilty conscience with 


And to whom was Henry Hayward indebted | ion, he contemplated them only as a means of mak- 
for these noble principles that sustained his heart ; ing her happy ! ifhe wished to appear and do well, 


found himself in company with the foulest negro | 
His appearance did not cause | 
any emotion, as each was too much orcupied | 
They were all | 


and walked towards a grated winduw which look- | 


out crime! It seemed to him that innocence and | 
guilt met the same treatment from the hands of } 


as he felt himself to be in the eye of the 





in its integrity, even in such an hour! To his mo- 


it wasin her opinion! His present disgrace drew 


ther! She had early instilled into his infant heart | all its bitterness from this feeling of living in her 
fey pure principles of virtue; taught him | and through her, and none buta lover's heart at 
his obligations to God as his Creator, | such a time could fathom the depth and poignacy 


and to man as his fellow. She had been weak in 
, desiring him to be made a gentleman, but she had 





trained his young mind to piety and love of truth ; 


and now, in his manhood, in the hour of tempta- 
| tion and of trial and of deep adversity, he had 
not departed from it. He was happy in hia heart 
| as he stood by that window, for he felt the peace 
of a mind at ease within itself, and uncondemned 
_ before the all-seeing eye of Heaven. 

Yet Henry Hayward was human. [le had 
pride and was keenly sensitive. He deeply felt his 
situation, and felt in the great recess of his heart 
, that he would make any sacrifice but that of his 
honor, toescape the public exposure of what the 
world would call his crime! He feared not the 
gloom of a prison—he trembled not at the anti. 
cipation of long weeks of confinement. His 
thoughts dwelt alone on the publishing of his name 
in the police reports—upon its reaching the ears of 
ull who knew him, and there were many whom he 
respected. He groaned aloud as he thought it 
would reach his beloved Professor’s ear’s, or the 
respected President’s, that their late friend and 
pupil had been arraigned at the bar for theft! He 
felt miserable at the idea, and shuddered at the 
picture of their surprise and just horror at his crime. 

* Yes, 1 shall be lost and outcast from all I 
ever loved and honored ! Oh, that Heaveu would 
open tome some way ofescape from this fearful 
disclosure! As yet my name is unknown! To- 
morrow it will be branded with infamy. Oh, God! 
my cupis indeed drugged with the bitterness of 
thy displeasure ! He leaned hishead against the 
' iron bar of the window, and tears filled his eye3.— 
, The door now opened on the opposite side, and 





_— 





a 


a 


eee 


looking up, he saw an officer come in and take 
two prisoners out into the court room for examina. 
} tion. ‘Through the open door he caught a glimpse 
; of the interior of the court and beheld their honors on 
‘ the bench and the throng of spectators and knots of 
| lawyer and reporters about the bar. His knees 
; smote together and his heart sunk within him. He 

was a gentleman in feeling and education like 
| themselves, and yet he was to be led before them 
charged with a crime of theft! 


surprise, and at the same instant the dvor was | 


closed. Among the spectators, he had caught a 
gluupse of the face of Colonel Powel! 
This discovery nearly deprived him of all life 


4 

{ 

/ 

} 

Suddenly he uttered an examination of painful 
‘ 

; 

} ‘ 

| and motion. 

{ 


For several minutes he stood cling- 
ing to the bar of the window, with his eyes set in 
the direction of the court room, and the muscles of 
his face as rigid as iron. 

From the hour Henry had saved the life of 


| Catharine Powel, he had not ceased to think of her. 
made or could be called on to make! This reflec- | 


In all his wanderings, his privations and suffering, 
/ her image had cheered and blessed him. 
' future held out and charm it was Kate Powel that 
was to give it zest and value. 


only for her, and it were possible, to die for her. | 


If he looked to win an honorable name in the 
world, it was that he might wear it for her! if it 
was his ambition to be great and good, it was that 


If the } 


He desired to live 


of his sorrow ! 

To behold now among the spectators, the father 
of the maiden whom he loved and worshipped, 
| was only wanting to fill the cup of his misery and 
} disgrace. From his former despondent and quiet 
manner, his bearing suddenly become changed. 

His form dilated—his face flushed—his tem- 
ples throbbed, and bis whole manner became excit- 
and discomposed. He paced to and fro the prison 
chamber, with, weak as he was from continued 
hunger, a quick firm step and muttering lip. Every 
eye was upon him, and those prisoners about him 
| stood involuntary aside to let him pace to and froat 
{his will. His eye flashed, and his hands were 
clenched together and flung madly out with the 

intensity of his thoughts. While thus excited, the 
' door by which he had entered the keeping-room of 
the prison was cautiously opened and a man was 
letin, when it was locked again by the keeper 
j without. The person who entered wore a short 
‘light drab watch-jacket with large horn buttons 
and the collar turned up about his ears. His 
pantaloons were rolled up and rested on the top of 
| a stout sailor's boots ; and a broad tarpaulin cov- 
| ered his head, pulled low over his eyes. 
Ilayward was too much excited by the fever 
and delirum of his own thoughts to notice him, 
; and he stood observing the young student a few 
minutes in silence. At length, as he passed him, 
and asif timing the act by the expression of the 





Ree 





| young man's countenance, he laid his hand lightly 
{upon him. Henry stopped short and looked hin 
fullin the face, and repeated without betraying 
surprise, 

“ Morris Graeme !” 

“Yes. I am sorry to sec you here, Harry,” 
said Grwme, in a kindly tone. 

“ Ha, ha ! So you know it too! well, the whole 
world will know it ere long! Red Fred knows it, 
and ” here he came close to Graeme and whis- 
pered hoarscly in his ear, “ and there is one who, 
rather than she should know it, | would willingly 
die!” 

“ Who is this?” asked Greme, startled by his 
1 wild and earnest manner, and looking at him as if 
he doubted if his reason had not been moved from 





= 


its throne. 
“] may not tell,” he whispered, looking round 





{ and lifting his finger as if fearing any one should 
overhear, his whole look and conduct preciscly 


| that of an idiot or a harmless lunatic half afraid. — 
1 | would not breathe her name in such a 
place as this! for there are devils about trying to 
| catch it and snatch it away ! Her name should be 
! breathed only in Heaven! 

Henry, you are iil! You must come with me! 
| This is no place for you !” 

} '% No—she is not bere, I must go !” he answer- 


hellish 


ed without seeming to know that he spoke. 

* Come with me, then. I saw the stall-woman 
at the door, and have sent her away satisfied, so 
| she will not prosecute. You are at liberty. 
“ Stall-woman—satisfied—not 


which he felt their enjoyment must be purchased. | he might be so in her eyes ! if riches filled his vis. his hand to his forehead as if trying to collect his 
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52 
thoughts-—** Morris, I have had such a 
dream. I—I—thought—I dreamed I was in 


prison—I was taken up as a thiel—I—J]—Oh, 
Morris, my head —my head—how my poor head 
swims ?” 

The poor young man fe}! forward, as he spoke, 
into Morris Greme'’s arms, and closing his eyes, 
sunk into insensibility. In a few minutes aller. 
to a carriage which was called to the door of the 
prison and which after Morris with the assistance 
of two of the officers, had conveyed him into it, 
and got in himself, drove rapidly away iy a direc. 
tion cast from the Halls of Justice. 





CHAPTER VIIL 
Hayward once more in the House of Morris Greme—He 


motives of his couduct—immuert peril of Laywaid—The 
Death Strugg!e. 


The carriage into which Henry had been con- 
stately bet gloomy building, turned down a street 


after two or three other devious windings through 
narrow and filthy lanes, was stopped before an old 
door. It was the same spot where Morris Grame 
had first conducted our hero, 

* Is this the right place ?” asked the hackman, 


door, 
* Yes,” hurriedly answered Greme ; “ help me 


with this insensible young ian.” 
Morris sprung out, and striking the bar above 


ward certainly was destined to be. ‘The 
characier, go repeatedly exhibited when they were 
in college together, to his own disparagement, as 
well as during his present peverty and misfortunes, 
had filled him with that resentment the bad fecl 
against the good, and made him resolve to make 
him as evil as himslf, 
terest in biun—the clue to his espionage and eager 
Aesire to bring him into companionship with hin. 


sel f. 


ima, as he assisted Morris in lifting him from the 
carriage, insensible as when he had first fallen ia 
the room of tue prison, from excitement, faving 
and despair, 

The old negro now made his appearance ai the 
door, and taking the hackiman’s place, Graeme 
dismissed him. ‘The cairiage drove off, and Mor- 
ris and the negro disappeared within the portal, 
with their Ricless burden. ‘They conveyed him 
to the same aparuinent in which Henry had onec 
The 
negro then departed, and Mortis rung a bell, which 
biougiit into the room a tall, beautiful girl, with 


vesore been, and placed him upon au sofa. 


the too evident traces of dissipation and lost virtue 
in her features. 


_ 
‘ le 
Lath 


n,” he said, hastily, without neticing her 
surprise, “ bring restoralives, and assist me in 
,) bringing this young man’s seuses back !” 

1B ‘The girl obeyed, and by their united efforts poor 
Hayward revived,Greme then despatched a servant 
) for medical advice, and on the arrival of the phy- 


sician, Communicated to him the fue t that his iff. 





the door with a heavy stick he carried, returned | 
to look afler his victim, for a tictim Henry Hay- | 
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ness was caused by want of food and mental anx- ! 


} 
{ 
‘ 


‘ 
; 
‘ 
) 


{ 
{ 
? 


icty. 

‘The physician judicionsly adyised what method 
should be pursued, and under his treatment, in a 
week's time Hayward was almost well, though 


PAPA ett 


pale and reduced fiom the former fullness of his | 


flesh. During the whole time Morris had been 


- kindly attentive, though he had not seen the fe- 


é ; ety 
wards he was horne in the same lifeless condition | 


, mode of life. 


male a second time, Nothing he had seen, in the 


meanwhile, had given him any clue to Grame’s ; 


wrong in any thing connected with it, save that 
Ilayward knew the female could not be Grame’s 


ee 


veyed from the IJails of Justice, after leaving this | 


leading in the direction of Chatham Squure, and | 


house with a pent roof projecting above the sunken | 


getting down from his box andopening the curriage | 


wile. 
After the lapse of a week, Hayward felt that it 
was time for him to look for something to do, and 


[le was alone in the room alloted to him, when he 
came to this determination, pacing to and fro, It 
had a window in the rear, which was closely blind- 


The house seemed to be like that of } 
(a wealthy citizen, without any appearance of 


~~ 


' . » resolved to trust himself once more to the precar. ; 
aguin resists and overcomes termptatiou—Grame declared the | 


° ° ' 
‘ious fortunes which death had so nearly ended. 


ed, and had not been opened since he occupied it. 
He stopped at this window, and attempted to throw | 
, it open, to see where the hovse was situated, as | 
well us to inhale the fresh morning air, and look 


out upon the gay and stirring scenes of life. ‘The 


effort to raise it was ineffectnal, and on examination, | 
he discovered that it was secured by an iron bar. | 


This singular cautiousness on the part of his host, 
brought vividly to his mind ail his former knowt- 


edge of him, and his previous suspicions of his 
' mode of life ; 


and he inwardly resolved that much 


/ as he was indebted to Morris, even for his life and | 


‘ 


vistue, } 
sierling honesty, and manly integrity of Hayward's | 


liberty—he would not only firmly resist all over- 


tures, but immediately remoye himself from the | 


teniptation, 

“No,” he said, turning from the window, “ life 
is not worth preserving—liberty not worth the gilt, 
if the one is to be supported only by guilt, and the 


other to be maintained by the sacrifice of integrity. 


1 will seek Morris Graeme, thank hin for his great 


This is the key to his in- | 


& He looks as if he was dead,” said the huck- | 


mane is left for a future world! 


humanity, and beg hum to give me the privilege to 
depart.” 


* And whither ?” was spoken close beside him, | 


in a low ironical tone, 
laugh, 


accompanied by a light 


llayward stepped back apace, und saw Greme 
himself before him, who had entered the room by a 
door hitherto inyisible to Henry. 


/ My obligation to you hardly gives me liberty | 
of choice, Graeme,” said Hayward, quietly; “ J 


owe youa debtof gratitude ] can never repay, I 
iear, 
were dictated by humanity, and a kind recollection 
of more youthiul days, But the reward of the hu- 
thank you and leave your roof.” 

“To die in the kennel, 


you go not so easily. 


No, Henry Wayward, 


The only man who has 


Your motives of conduct, I sincerely believe 


Let me now 


been kind to you, you scorn, because lic has broken | 


lawe made for the protection of the very men who 
would let you die of starvation. I know your 
thoughts of me. It is true, 1 am an offender agaiust 
the luws of Society. 1 am leagued with men who 
Men of bold 


Men,” continued Morris 


get their subsisicnee by their wits. 


spirits and ready hands. 


victims of a false system of society ; genily reared, 
partially educated, taught to look towards gentility 


and taught nothing else ! who having no trades, 


when ill fortune layed her iron grip upon them, and 
the world scorned thet, flew to crime to save life, 
and avenge the wrongs society had done them !— 
Such are the men who are my caimpanions! You 
know my history! I know yoors, You should 
have been a mechanie with your father’s means !— 
Now you mast needs be g yillain.” 

* | haye listened to you, Morris,” said Hayward 
feelingly and sympathizingly ; ‘*f I know that most 
crimes spring rather from men’s circumstances 
than their depravity. But then this is no excuse ! 
These circumstances are directed by God himself, 
and he who dies in them, rather than escape from 
them by ciime, does God honor, and sayes his own 
soul !” 

** I don’t wish to listen to any preaching, My. 
ward,” said Morris, contemptuously ; “ 1 wish to 
ask you—will you become a member of onr secret 
society ?” 

* No.” 

* You owe me your life,” 

« Take it back then, if I am to retain it only by 
staining it with crime.” 

“This is cant, Hayward,” answered Morris 
Greme, pacing the room with a quick, sbort tread. 
Henry was silent and waited the issue. At length 
Greme stopped and spoke, 

Henry Hayward, you are an ungrateful hypo. 
crite, and did I not know you to be a brave man, I 
should add, a cowardly knave! You talk of hon. 
esty ! you, whom I took from the very heart of the 
city prison, where you had been taken for paliry 
theft! Out upon such morality !” 

Llayward felt as if he should sink through the 
floor at the charge. Wis heart felt like lead in his 
forsook his cheek and he felt 
This had been 
an alter thought of Greme’s! Red Fred had told 
him the true facts of the case, and Greme well 
Bat 


the fact was a powerful weapon and he used it. 


bosom ; the blood 


like one guilty and condemned 


knew he was innocent of intentional theft. 


“ Morris Greine,” said Hayward soleiamnly, end 
in # tone that caine from his very soul, * I do ap- 
peal to God in attestation of my innocence !” 

“God is not here to answer the appeal,” said 
Grewe scornfully. “ I believe you stole what you 
were charged with stealing. You know you cid, 
and so there is no necd of fuither double.cealing. 


Come, join us freely and frankly. We have au un- 


, dertaking in band that will just suit your humor, 


It is 
to seize the plate in a country house, which, we 
are told is unprotected, Come you will get at least 
six hundred dollars as your share and then you 
yay snap your fingers at the world. Whatdo you 


ay 


Say $ 


and you shall be second in command in it. 


“I prefer the miserable condition from which I 
have beew so recently taken to any position which 
guilt could hold out to me a temptation, 

* You are cither a knaye or a fool.” 

Is it friendship that prompts tis interest ia my 
behalf, Graeme ?” 

“ No, sir! It is hatred!” cried Graeme, all at 
once speaking with ferociousness ; “1 hated you 
in colleye becuuse you were always held up in op- 


position to mysell by the fuculty. I hated you too 


,us I doevery man that diinks bimse!lf wore moral 
Greme with waruwth, “ who, like you, have been ' 


than other men! The day alter I was expelled, 


you met me and turned away your head! I swore , 


} then I would be avenged, gud when | heard you 


; were here, in this city, in poverty, 1 then suid the 
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I resolved to work your moral de- | 


gradution! I kept spies on you—I knew all your | 
motions, J threw temptations in your way, and | 
daily watched your descent into the lowest state of | 
poverty. I could have assisted you ; I could have | 
relieved you with putting my hand into my pocket | 
—hut chose to break your proud spirit and then } 
see if your morality would stand the downfall of all 
else.” 

“ May God forgive you,” repeated Hayward in 
the low tone of deep emotion. 

* Pshaw! you have stood the test better than I 
supposed ? You have foiled me by your superior 
cunning and duplicity.” 

“TI cure not what you term the motive powers 
of my resistance. I have at least, as you confess, 
not fallen, thanks be to that dear mother who early 
instilled into my mind the principles of morality 
and obedience to the laws of God; and gratitude 


ee ee 


be to that great and good Being who has enabled 
me ut so sore a season of trial, to prefer obedience 


to his injanctions, and homage to his laws, before | 


every earthly interest.” } 
. ’ 
“You are a canting fool, Wayward! Your | 
preaching, however shall not avail you. 
! } hall not avail you. Iam not 


to have all ny time and hospitality thrown away, 
By Heaven, aye, by the name of God, you shall 
enter into compact with us !” 


“You menace me, because you have me, weak 
But 


, | 
you can never threaten a man to do evil if temp- ) 


and helpless, in your power, Morris Graeme. 


; 

tution, in itself, will not allure him. You may en. | 
! 

‘ 


slave and imprison the body, but the soul which 


is the trae man, defics all human cocrsion. What } 
am 1 to understand from yuur language. Am I 


your prisoner?” 

Morris Greeme paced the room for several mo. 
ments without replying, and then answered in a 
* Yes, Do | 
you think Tam fool enough to expose myself, my 


tone of anger. you are my prisoner! 
house, my secret haunts to you that you may be- 
Nv, ro! 


pact of our band, whose nightly rendezvous is not 


tray me. You shall cither sign the com. 


far fiom here, or starve to death where you are.” 
With these words Graeme left the chamber by } 
the way he had entered, 
Ileury Hayward stood a few moments on the 


his bedside, knelt there and devoutly thanked God, 


spot where he had left him, and then walking to | 
{ 
‘ 
! 
for the 


He | 
s0 
long us life should last, to His protection, he teok 


moral strength to resist temptation, 


had endowed hii with, and confiding himself, 


a book and sat quietly down to its perusal, 

All that day passed slowly by—the sun went | 
down—twilight deepened into night, and Hay ward 
had heard no voice or step near his chamber. He 
tried bolted without! He 
tried his windows and found it impossible to open 


his doors, they were 


them. ‘I'welve o'clock struck, midnight, and the 


conviction came over him that he was a 


prisoner 
in the house of un evil man, who was familar with 
crime; and that that mun might stop at no act, 


cher to brieg him into the same guilty compact 
with himself, or to remove a dangerous enemy who 
Not yet en- 


he felt the need of refreshing 


had too intimate knowledge of him. 
tire ly convalescent, 


food, and hunger stered him in the face. He re- 
solved to commit hiunself to Heaven, and sleep and 
see what the morning would bring forth, He ap- 


proached his water piteher to quench at least his 


thirst—but to his borror and sufferiug it was empty ! | 





| Hayward, during 
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Could it it yen been so by. design? He hone him- {in eclf.defence, is dreadful to dwell upon ! 
self upon his bed and slept until a hand, laid upon } 


his, awoke him. It was broad day, and he saw 
Morris Greme standing by his bedside. ‘The 
temptation of the morning previous was renewed. 
Hayward was still as firm as before. 


“T will try another twenty-four hours,” an- 


swered Graeme going to the door. 


“ Stay !” 


Grae returned a step. 

“ Do you intend to murder me ?” 

“No; if you die it will be by your own obstina- 
ey. Sign but this parchment and you are free.” 

‘What motive can you have in wishing me a 
partner in your compact ?” 

“ I have told you partly my own reasons.— 


ae 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Our chief has resulyed on it, or ou your assassiua- | 


tion !” 
“* How have I incurred his vengeance ?” 


“ Merely by having been on board the brigan. ; 
tine which he robbed, and being able to recognize 


him. 
as the affair has created immense excitement, and 
the police are using every means to arrest hin. If 


This he fears you may be called upon to do, | 
’ . 
ate voraciously. 


he is arrested, you will be summoned as a witness | 


against him. 
shall die. 
of securing you as one of us. 


To prevent this, he has resolved you 


ted at present, and I have the acting control of 
the affairs of the society. Thus you sce l have 
intereeded to save your life !” 


I have solicited your life on the promise 
The captain is secre. , 


“ To sacrifice my honor, make shipwreck of my | 


integrity, and ruin my soul !”» 

* Preaching! By heaven, Henry Hayward, this 
is no boy’s play! You shail either take the oath 
of the band, or here perish of thirst and hun. 
ger.” 


Hayward, though by no means strong in his 


present condition, did not want courage and decis- | 


ion in action. 


Ile saw by Greeme’s countenance, 


as well as learned by his words, thathe seriously | 


Life is 
swect and cheaply purchased even at its own risk ! 


resolved to put his design into execution. 


this conference, had risen from 
bed on which he had cast him- 
self the night before, 
edge of it. 


the outside of the 
and was now seated on the 


from him to leave the chamber by the private coor, 
threw his arms about his neck and a post of the 
bed, and drawing them together till neck and post 
met in his embrace, he clung tightly round his 
throat ! 


He suddenly, as Graeme turned away | 


/ roar of bacchanalian revels. 


Graeme was so taken by surprise, that he could | 
not resist the fearful embrace, and groaned with 


pain ag the thin and pliant arms wound themselves 
closer and closer, forcing his neck hard against the 
post of the bed, as if they would crush it. 
struggled fiercely ull he grew black in the face.— 
Hayward had life at issue and the reflection gave 
him strength and energy that was almost super- 
natural. Long, long, and fearful was that horrible 
struggle! At length, Morris Grame sunk lifeless 
towards the floor—the arms of Hayward relaxed 
and he fell over apon his face like one dead.— 
Hayward looked at him a few moments, and threw 
himself back upon his bed with all his thoughts 
about hin—his reflection clear? It was many 
hours, and near sunset, before he rose up from that 
wretched couch. Morris Grame lay still upon the 


floor! Hayward gazed upon him with horror !— 


by his feeling, as the place was wholly dark. 


He | 


| ‘The idea of depriving a human being of life—even ' 
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up and approached him ! He bent over him.— 
There was no apparent sign of life! He laid his 
hand upon his heart ! it had ceased to beat to his 
touch! He placed it upon his brow! it was not 
yet cold, but clammy as the grave. 

“ He is dead! Oh God, who knowest all things, 
acquit me of this fearful deed,” he cried, kneeling 
beside the corpse. 

IIe rose to his feet and went to the door by 
which Morris had entered. He had no definite 
idea what course he should pursue—Fiight, food, 
water, were all strangely alternating in bis thou. 
ghts. He found the door ajar, and passed through 
it into a narrow hall with which he was familiar. 
He descended the stairs to the main hall below.— 
He heard no one, saw no one, be entered the din- 
ing room and rushed to the side-board—there was 
no water upon it—but he scized half a decanter of 
wine and putting it to his lips drank Ull the tor- 
ture of his thirst was temporarily allayed. He found 
bread and meat and viands in the side-board, and 
He did not speedily satisfy the 
the mad cravings of forty-eight hours’ fasting.— 
At length he finished his repast, and finding water 

rank freely. 

He felt invigorated, and began to reflect upon 
the course he should pursue. He thought of de- 
livering himself up to justice, but he felt he was 
not guilty, and that God had already judged and 
acquitted him. He knew that there were no wit- 
nesses, and that a human tribunal would condemn 
him tou death. 

But reflection led him to take a different view of 
the subject. Life was protected by human hws, 
and he who took it away innocently or intention. 
ally, was equally answerable to them till acquitted 
by their tribuual. 

“ J will surrender myself, and leave the issue to 
heaven,” he said firmly. 

He now f.lt more composed and sought the way 
lle found all the doors so 
guarded by locks that defied his knowledge he 
could not open therm. 


out of the dwelling. 


Finally he descended to the 
He found a low 
door #jar which he passed through and followed 


basement which was vacated. 


along a dark passage that led hign such a distance 
But a 
shout of far off laughter caused him between curi- 


that he became surprised, and stepped. 


osity and anxiety, to proceed. As he advanced, 
the shouts became louder, and sounded like the up- 
At length he came 
to the extremity of the brick arched passage and 
descended ten or twelve steps, all the way guided 
On 
reaching the fuot of the steps a loud chorus of 
voices broke out not much farther uhead of hin, 
and going a few paces aloug he discovered a faint 
radiance from an unseen light. He approached 
this and came to a door ajar from which it and the 


lle 


large underground hall, around a long table in the 


sound proceeded. looked through it into a 


centre of which were scated about thirty persons 
At 
the foot of the table was Red Fred and by his side, 
or upon Hetty 


tull girl, whose 


of both sexes, feasting, drinking and smoking. 


his knee, the inn-keeper’s nicee, 
Bell, while on the other side sat the 
assistance Morris Graeme lad called to restore 


Llauyward to consciousness, 


(Concluded in our next.) 
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ARCHIBALD ALISON. 


Mr. Arcuisatp Axison, author of the “ History 
of Europe,” is son of the author of the well-known 





“ Essay on Taste.” He holds the office of sheriff | “ I can’t say they seem over agreeable.” 


of Lanarkshire, and is much respected in the city 
of Glasgow, where his official duties compel him 
to reside. Though educated for the profession of 
the law, and daily administering justice as the 
principal local judge of a populous district, Mr. Al. 
isun’s tastes are entirely literary. Besides the 
“ History of Europe,” in 20 volumes—a work, 
which, we believe, originated in the pages of a 
** Scottish Annual Register,” long since discontin- 
ued—Mr. Alison has written a ** Life of Marlbo- 
rough,” and various economic and political pamph- 
lets. He is also a frequent contributor to Black- 
wood’s Magazine. It is, however, upon his * His- 
tory of Europe” that his fame principally rests.— 


If Mr. Alison be not the most successful of mod- | 
ern historians, we know not to whom, in prefer. | 


ence to him, the palm can be conceded. His work 


is to be found in every library, and bids fair to rank | 
hereafter as the most valuable production of the } 
due, not | 
only to the importance and interest of his theme, | 


age in which he lived. ‘This success is 


but to the skillful, eloquent, and generally correct 
manner in which he has treated it. He has, 


doubtless, been guilty of some errors of omission as | 


well as of commission, as we have heard of a lit- 


erary amateur, whose chief amusement for soime 
years past, has been to make out a list of his mis. | 


takes; but, after all deductions of this kind, 


enough of merit remains in the work to entitle its | 
author to a place in the highest rank of contempo- | 


rary authors. 
The bust of Mr. Alison, was executed in the 
year 1846, and presented in marble to Mr. Alison 


by a body of his private friends in Glasgow, as a | 


testimonial of their friendship to him as an individ 
ual; of their esteem and respect for him in his 


public capacity, as one of their local judges ; and | 


It is consid- | farm-yard; in the front of the farm-house was a | jingo; you talked like Bill Yaney did when he got 


of their admiration of his writings. 
ered a very excellent likeness. 
—_—_—_—_—— ———— 
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STORY OF SHERIDAN. 
Tom Snenipan used to tell a story for and aga- 
inst himseli, which we shall take leave to relate : 
He was staying at Lord Craven’s at Benham, 


(or rather Hamstead,) and one day proceeding on | 


a shooting excursion, like Hawthorn, with only 
“his dog and gun,” on foot, anattended by com- 


panion or keeper ; the sport was bad—the birds | 
few and shy, and he walked out in search of game | 


until unconsciously he entered the domain of some 
neighboring squire. 


his speed, a jolly comfortable looking gentleman, 
followed by a servant, armed, as it uppeared for 
conflict. 
approach of his enemy. 

“ Hollo,” you sir, said the esquire, when with- 


A very short time after he | 
perceived advancing towards him, at the top of | 


‘Tom took up a position, and waited the | 


« I’m here sir,” said ‘Tom. 
* Here, sir!” said the squire, growing angry, 
“and do you know where here is sir, there sir, 
| are my manors; what d’ye think of that sir, 
{ , 
} eh ?” 
“Why, sir, as to your manners,” said Tom, 





} © T don’t want any jokes sir,” said the squire, I ) 
{“*hate jokes. Who are you sir—what are 
you ?” \ 


“ What sort of a shot are you?” said the 

farmer. 

“ Fairish,” said Tom “ fairish.” 

* And to have all you kill?” said the farmer— 
“ eh.” 

* Exactly so,” said Tou. 

“ Half a guinea,” said the farmer. 

« That's too much,” said ‘Tom. “ I'll tell you 
what I'll do—I'll give a seven shilling piece, which 
happens to be all the moncy I have in my pock- 


“ Why, sir,” said Tom, “ my name is Sheridan } et.” 


} I am staying at Lord Craven’s—I have come 
out for some sport— 1 have not had any, and lam 
| not aware [ am trespassing.” 


“ Sheridan !” said the squire, cooling a little, oh 


* Well,” said the man, “‘ hand it over.” 

The payment was made. ‘Tom, true to his bar. 
gain, took up his post by the barn-door, and let fly 
with one barrel, and then with the other; and such 


/ from Lord Crayen’s, eh ? Well, sir, 1 could not } quacking and splashing, and screaming, and flut- 


| know that, sir—I— 


tering, had never been seen in that place be- 


“No sir,” said Tom, ‘‘ but you need not have | fore. 


, been in a passion.” 


Away ran Tom, and delighted at his success, 


“Not in a passion, Mr. Sheridan?” said the } picked up first a hen, then a chicken, then fished 


{ 


| squire ; ** you don’t know, sir, what these preserves 
have cost me, and the pains and trouble I have | 
, been at with them; it’s all very well for you to 
talk, but if you were in my place, I should like to } 
know what you would say upon such an occa- 
sion.” 
“Why, sir, said Tom, “ if I were in your place, 
) under all the circumstances, [ should say, I am 
, convinced, Mr. Sheridan, you did not mean to an- 
| noy me; and as you look a good deal tired, per- 
haps you'll come up to my house and take some re- 
freshments.” 
{ 
} 





| ‘The squire was hit hard by his nonchalance, 

and (as the newspapers say) ‘‘ It is needless to 

| add,” acted upon Sheridan's suggestion. 
{ 


{ 


} “So far, said poor Tom,” the story tells for me 
| ——-now you shall hear the sequel. 

After having regaled himself at the squire’s | 
house, and having said five hundred more good 
things than he swallowed ; having delighted his 





host, and more than half won the hearts of wife } 
| and daughters, the sportsman proceeded on his re- 
| turn homewards. 

In the course of his walk he passed through a } 





green, in the centre of which was a pond—in the | 
pond were ducks innumerable swimming and di- 
ving ; on its verdant banks a motley group of gal- 
lant cocks and pert partlets, picking and feeding 
—the farmer was leaning over the hatch of the | 
barn, which stood near two cottages on the side of 
the green. 

Town hated to go back with an empty bag an 
having failed in his attempts at higher game, it 
struck him as a good joke to ridicule the exploits | 
of the day himself, in order to prevent any one else 
from doing it for him; and he thought that to 
carry home a certain number of the domestic in. 
habitants of the pond and vicinity, would serve 
the purpose admirably. 


Ne 


\ 


to the farmer, and accosts him very civilly— 

** My good friend,” says Tom, “ I'll make you | 
an offer.” 

“ Of what ?” says the farmer. 
} “Why,” replies Tom, “ I have been out all day 

fagging after birds, and haven't had a shot ; now, } 


} 
} 
' 
} 





out a dying duck or two, and so on, until he num- 
bered eight head of domestic game, with which his 
bag was nobly distended. 

“ These were right good shots sir,” said the far- 
mer. 

“ Yes,” said Tom ; “ eight ducks and fowls are 
worth more than you bargained for, old fellow— 
worth rather more, I suspect than seven shillings 
—eh ?” 

“* Why yes,” said the man, scratching his head 
“T think they be, but what do I care for that— 
they are none of mine !” 

* Here,” said ‘Tum, “ I was for once in my life 
beaten, and made as fast as [ could for fear the 
right owner of my game might make his appear- 
ance—not but that I could have given the ,fellow 
who took me in seven times as much as I did, for 
his cunning and coolness.” 

— ° iD ¢ Cato — 
SCENE IN AN ARKANSAS COURT. 

A youne Arkansas lawyer had just finished a 
glowing appeal to the court in behalf of his client, 
when the judge thus addressed him: 

“ Well, squire, you made a bully speech, by 


me out of that scrape for—, but they don't know 
apything about that here, and you told the law, too, 
squire, that’s just as it reads in Aikin's law book, 
what | brought with me from Alabama ten years 
ago, I’ve got it in my chist at this very time, cov. 
ered in deer skin, dressed with the hair on; by 
jolly, to think of old Alabama when General Har- 
rison was @ candidate, makes me want to liquor, 
Sheriff (calling to the constable) stup the court, 
till we take a drink—but never mind, we'll soon 
be through. As I was goin on to say, squire, you 
fairly made me shiver, when you talked about 
fightin for liberty, and our forefathers, &c. and I 
tell you, you told the law, too, right out, but they 


Accordingly up he goes / didn't send this court to the legislater when it wan- 


ted to go, and as this court didn’t help make the 
laws, it be of opinion that it aint bound to go by 
em. I talked it all over last night to the old wo- 
man, andl wrote a judgment this moruing while 
she was makin coffee and milkin the cows.” 

** Very well,” suid the lawyer, * I am bound by 


in half ear-shot, what are you doing here, sir, / both my barrels are loaded, and I should like to | the opinion of your honor, but seeing the court 


eh? 

“ I'm shooting sir,” said Tom. 

“Do you know where you are?” said the 
gquire. 


| take home something ; what shall I give you to let | 
| me have a shot with each barrel at those ducks 


| and fowls—I standing here and to have whatever 


1 kill ?” 


pause, I had not thought your honor’s opinion 
made up.” 

“ Ah,” says the court, “I was just studying § 
\ whether to add in a treat along with the cost.” ( 
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Being satisfied, from what had been done, that 
the lawyer could have no sort of showing in that 
court, he withdrew to one side, to see how other 
matters would go on. 

The Court soon called another case, but had not 
progressed far in the investigation, when he sta- 
tioned himself in his seat, and called out, ‘ Col. 
: Rotch, this court is in session.” 

“ I know,” replied the Colonel, “ but I have no 
business in court.” 

The infatuated justice again called out— 

“ Colonel Rotch, this court is in session.” 

The chagrined Colonel again replied, “ may it 
please your honor, I have no business in court.” 

“ But,” says the Justice, “ you whistled—this 
court don’t want its dignity whistled at. I fine 
you five dollars.” 

Col. Rotch, is an old gentlemen, who claims to 
be one of the first families of ,and prides 
himself upon what he has seen, heard and done.-— 
At the mention of five dollars, the Colonel seemed 
to be much hurt ; it was degrading and mortify- 
ing to him to be fined by an Arkansas Court.— 
Feeling however, that he was caught in a tight 
place, his next motive was to get off. Placing 
himself in a rhetorical attitude ,before the court, he 
began : 

“ May it please your honor, this is a big fine.— 
When I was in the legislator of Virginia, I heard 
Col. Bidinger make a speech about Justice's 
courts, and he never said a man ought to be fined 
for whistling, no how.” 

The Court interrupted the Colonel here, by say- 
ing, “ I know, Colonel, it is a big fine, but 
Captain Pike never puts any judgment in his form 
book for anything under five dollars, and it’s the 
plainest book I ever seed. But never mind, Col. 
onel, you can pay it easy ; just give me credit for 
that bear meat, and a bushel of potatoes I got 
from you.” 

“ Good I'll never get it, no how, I'll do that if 
the court will treat,’ said the Colonel. 

“ Agreed,” said the chief justice, “ if the gro- 
cery keeper will take a coon-skin, I've got no 
deer-skins now.” ‘The grocer being present assen- 


ted. 











—o 2 ¢ Geto — 
HOW DE’ ACCIDENT CUM. 

Few people have an idea of the numerous vexa- 
tions attendant on keeping a large public esiab- 
lishment, or understand the cares of a landlord. 
For instance, a negro approched the other day, and 
commenced with— 

** Massa, you know dem big glass shades, what 
am arribe last night ?” 

“ Well,” said the master. 

“ Well, dey was put in the store room,” con. 
tinued the boy. 

“ Well,” continued the master, looking inquir- 
ingly. 

“ Well,” I was pelin’ de apples, when Mr. John- 
son told me to bring one of them out, and—’ 

“ Well,” said the master, impatiently. 

“ Well, just as I was gwine to do 

“ You let it fall and broke it, you careless 
scouudrel,” anticipated the master. 

** No I did’nt nudder,” said the negro, sulkily. 

“ Well, what then ?” said the landlord recover- 
ing. 

“ Why I struck him agin the corner ob de shelf, 
and he brake hisself all to pieces,” 


” 
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THE YANKEE OUTWITTED. 
co-partnership. When killing time came, they 
wished to divide the meat. The Yankee was very 


ee 


quarters, and persuaded the Frenchman that the 
; proper way to divide was to cut it across the back. 
The Frenchman agreed to it on condition that the 
Yankee would turn his back and take choice of the 
pieces after it was cut in two. 
ed his back and the Frenchman asked : 


Se 


; 





on him or the piece vat aint got no tail ?” 
“ The piece with the tail,” replied the Yankee. 
} 


oder one,” said the Frenchman. 

Upon turning around the Yankee found that the 
Frenchman had cut off all the tail and stuck it 
into the pig’s mouth. 


5 6 to —— 
WELL TURNED. 





} basis of the right of suffrage, when the following 
colloquy took place : 

“ Ido not think,” said one of the party, “ that 
all men should indiscriminately be permitted to 
vote. There must be some restriction ; and if you 
| tear away all barriers, you may as well extend the 





; 


| privileges still further, and admit women to the } 


, 


polls.” 


) 


“ Women !” quickly responded a spirit lady on | 


the opposite side of the table, ‘* and why should 
women not vote? Do you mean to say that we are 
| inferior to the other sex ?” 

“ By no means, madam. The ladies, I admit, 
have intellectual powers as vivid, and as well cul- 
| tivated as those who have assumed the title of 
Lords of Creation, but then I like to see them in 
| their proper sphere ?” 


“ Their proper sphere! And pray, sir, permit me 
to ask, what do you deem thoir spiere ?” 





“Why, madam the sphere of woman is—a—it 
isa celestial sphere. 

—>- iD 9 Geto — 
| RATHER TOO LITERAL.—* 





Give me a bid, gentleman—some one start the 
cart—do give us a bid, if you please— any thin 


ha 
g 
to start the cart,” cried an excited auctioneer, who 
stood in the curt he was endeavoring to sell. 
“ Any thing you please to start it.,’ 

“ If that’s all you want, I'll start her for you,” 
exclaimed a broad-backed countryman, applying 
his shoulder to the wheel, and giving the cart a 





sudden push forward, tumbling the auctioneer over 
the side. By the time the fallen auctioneer 
regained his feet, the countryman had started too,” 


— oD eat — 
Tue Boston Post has a correspondent who does 
up thyme most pleasantly. 
forts :— 


— 


Ilere is one of his ef- 


A baker's boy of ten years old, 
Fancying himself a man, 
A milk-maid met, of the same age, 
A carrying a can. 
Tle threw his arms around her neck, 
And kissed her soft as silk ; 
* Nature,” [ cried, * how strong thou art, 
Even on bread and milk ?” 


— oD @¢ Co — 





, 
) 
} 
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it is ? Because he is always a going to (sea) sec. 


ARAL LOO 


A YANKEE and a Frenchman owned a pig in | 


anxious to divide so that he could get both hind | 


The Yankee turn- ; 


“ Vich piece vill you have—ze piece wid the tail | 


“ Den by gar you can take him, and I take ze | 


A piscussion lately arose at a dinner upon the | 


Why should a sailor always know what o'clock 





Tue following toast was drank at a 4th of July 
celebration in South Carolina, by G. Kinard.— 


PEACE AND PLENTY. 


** Corn to the big crib and money in the pocket, 

Baby in the cradle, and a pretty wife to rock it; 

Coffee in the closet, and sugar in the barrel, 

Silence round the fireside, and folks that never quarrel.” 


—- SD) © Cito — 


A GenTLeMAN walking near Oxford, was met 
by some students of the University, one of whom 
accosted him with— 

‘© Good morning, father Abraham.” 

‘* T am not father Abraham,” said he. 

“ Good morning, father Isaac,” said a second. 

** T am not futher Isaac.” 

‘** Good morning father Jacob,” said a third. 

* I am neither Abraham, Isaac, nor Jacob, but 
| Saul son of Kish, who went out to seek his father’s 
, asses, and lo, I have found them! 


-— 38D @ Ga — 

A pruNKEN lawyer on going into church, was 
| observed by the minister, who addressed him thus. 
| — I will bear witness against you at the Day of 
} Judgment.” The lawyer, shaking his head with 
|} drunken gravity, replied.—* Ihave practised 
twenty-five years, at the bar, and have always 

found that the greatest rascal is the first to turn 
| State’s evidence.” 


—3 6 Gao — 


A couple of chaps were lying in bed “the other 
morning, when a musket was discharged near the 
house. One of them hunched his fellow,  ’Gustus! 
*Gustus !”) “ Whatdo you want ?” growled the 

* What was it banged so?” “ Why, 
| twas the day breakin’, you cussed fool,” and 
*Gustus roller over to take another snooze. 

—°+55 @ Cato — 

* T'll go, if I see fit!” was the exclamation of 
Mrs. Tweezers, as lier husband demurred against 
her attending a ball; “ I'll go if 1 see fit !” * Very 
well, then, you'll see fits if you go ?’’ was the short 
and crusty answer. 

— 5 ¢ Geto — 

IIumvm Narure:—Great disappointment and 
exceeding viciousness may talk as they _ please of 
the badness of human nature. For my part, I am 
now in my sixty-fifth year, and I have seen a good 
deal of the world, the dark side as well as the light, 
and I say that homan nature is a very kindly thing, 
and capable of all sorts of virtues.—Leigh Hunt. 


—o #10 @ G0 
Letters Containing Remittances, 


| Recetved at this Ofice, ending Wednesday last, deducting 
the amount of postage paid. 


} W,H. West Dresden, N. Y.$1,00; M.S. Elbridge, N. Y. 


$1.00; C,H. Rushville, N. ¥. $1,00; P. M. Marathan, O. Y. 
$6,00; LT. J. Appleton, W is. $1,00. 
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} 
) 





| 
| 


, Sleepy one. 


| 
| 
} 
| 
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WARRIACES. 

At Ghent Village, on the 26th ult. by the Rev. John Rugan { 
| Mr. William Maxwell, to Miss Gertrude M. Coukingham, 
{ both of Claverack. ; 
} At Ghent, on the 18th ult. by the Rev. J. C. Vandervoot, | 
{ Mr. George Thomas, of Stuyvesacot Miss Harriet Waldourph, 
| of Ghent. 
— od @ Cato 
‘ ‘ 
DEATHS. 
} Tn this city, on Sunday the 22d ult. of consumption, Eliza, 
’ wife of Mr. Abel Bullock. in her 44th year. 
( «In this city, on the 5th inst of consumption, William B. 
1 son of Charles Paul, in the 17th year of his age. 
‘ On the Gh of Nov. Rector Wilson Payne, aged 11 months © 

and 18 days. only son of George M. and Ano E. Payne. , 


' At New-York, onthe 10th ult. Mary Ann Morrison, daugh- 
} ter of Juha Morrison in the 27th year of her age. 
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For the Rural Repository. 
ONWARD. 
BY AARON DE LANO- 
Tnoven !ife’s tempests are beating, 
With power on your head, 
And ear:h’s pleasures so fleeting 
Forever seem fled ; 
Though sorrows surround you, 
Temptations assail ; 
If your watchword be “ Onward,” 
At lust you'll prevail. 


Though friends whom you fondly 
Had reckoned your own, 

Have left you, life's current 
To stem all alone; 

Thoogh hopes so long cherished, 
May one by one fuil, 

If your watchword be “* Ooward,,’ 
At last you'll prevail. 


Then cease wll repining— 
Choose rather to laugh— 

For surely that’s wiser, 
And better by balf; 

Then should sorrow oppress you, 
Or troubles assail, 


With your watchword still‘ Onward,” 


You never cun fail. 


Moine, Village, N. ¥. 105}. 


— 3D ¢ Cato — 
For the Rural Repository, 


STANZAS. 
BY J. C. NICKERSON. 
Catmesr, cleur, extatic vision, 
Bursts upon internal sight, 
Golden beams from some elysian, 
Blinding with its flood of light. 


Silver bossed it glows and truly, 
Lasting is the warm inopress, 

Imaging its shadows duly, 
Answering its time to bless. 


Spenketh heart to heart in being, 
Understandeth each in one, 

Giving as the boon of freeing, 
Universal love—or none. 


Seaketh not a gift of sorrow, 
Bideth not an evil hour, 

Hopings of a fain to-morrow, 
Blooming fiom its dewy shower. 


Yeors may come and days may wander, 


From the dial time has wrought, 
Not a moment should we squander, 
While the soul has word or thought. 


Those rewards when time has ended, 
Wrapped nround the inner heart, 
Henvenly gifis to us extended, 
Have we acted well our part. 


Lima, NM. Y, 1850. 


—o38D ¢ Gato — 
OUR COUNTRY. 
BY WILLIAM JEWETT PABODIE. 


Ovn country !—'t is a glorious lund ! 


With brond arms stretch'd from shore to shore, 


The proud Pacific chafes her strand, 
She hears the dark Atlantic roar; 
And, nurtured on ber ample breast, 
Ilow many © goodly prospect lies 
In Nature's wildest grandeur drest, 
Enamet!'d with her loveliest dyes, 
eke) 
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Rich prairies, ‘deck'd with flowers of gold, 
Like sunlit oceans roll afar; 
Brond lakes her azure heétivene behold, 
Refle ting clenr each trembling star, 
And mighty rivers, mountain-born, 
Go sweeping onward, dark and deep, 
Through forests where the bounding fawn 
Beneath their sheltering branches leap. 


And, cradled mid her clustering hills, 
Sweet vules in dreamlike benuty hide, 
Where love the air with music fills ; 
And calm content and peace abide ; 
For plenty here her fulness pours 
In rich profusion o'er tie land, 
And, sent to seize her generous store, 
There prowls no tyrant’s hireling band. 


Great God! we thank thee for this home~ 
This bounteous birthland of the free ; 

Where wanderets from afar may come, 
And breathe the air of liberty !— 

Still may her flowers untranpled spring, 
Her harvests wave, her cities rise ; 

And yet, till Time shall fold his wing, 
Remuin Earth's loveliest paradise ! 


——- 5D @ Cito -— 
HESTER. 
BY CHARLES LAMB. 


Wuoen maidens such as Hester die, 

Their place ye may not well supply, 

Though ye among a thousand try. 
With vain endeavour. 


A month or more hath she been dead, 


Vet cannot | by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed, 
And her together. 


A springy motion in her gait, 

A rising step, did indiente 

Of pride and joy no common rate, 
That flush'd her spirit. 


I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call :—if twas not pride, 
It was a joy to that allied, 

She did inherit, 


Her parents held the Quaker rule, 
Which doth the human feeling cool, 


But she was train'd in nature's school. 


Nature had blest her. 


A woking eye, a prying mind, 
A heart that stirs, is bard to bind, 


A hawk's keen sight ye cannot blind, 


Ye could not Hester, 


My eprightly neighbour. gone before 

To that unknown and silent shore, 

Shall we not meet, as heretofore, 
Some summer morning, 


When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss uponthe day, 
A bliss that would not go away, 
A sweet fore-warning ? 
—oD ¢Gato — 
0 AGONY! KEEN AGONY! 
BY WILLIAM MOTHERWELI- 


O aGcony! keen agony, 
For trusting heart to find 


That vows detioved were vows conecived 


As light as surnmer wind. 


O agony! fierce agony, 
For loving heart to brook 


In one brief hour the withering powe 


Of unimpassion’d look, 
O agony ! deep agony, 

For heart that's proud and high, 
To learn of fata how desolate 

It may be ere it die. 
O agony! sharp agony 

To find how loth to part 


With the fickleness and faithlessness 


That break a trusting heart ! 
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BOUND VOLUMES. 


Vx now offer to the Public. at the lowest possible reduced 
ieee auvy of the following Volumes. viz: Vols 11, 12. 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 23, 24. and 25. handsomely done np in Pam- 
phlet style, with Cloth Backs, and thick Colored Paper sides; 
one side printed with Title Page, the other with beautiful & ne 
gravings. ‘These will be furnished for G24 Cents single, Kley- 
en Copies for $5.00, They will last nearly as long as those 
bound, and as they are trimmed a size larger it will not injure 
them for future binding. 

Also the same Volumes half bound in a very neat and 
tasteful style with Leather Backs and Colored Paper sides, 
with Printed Tithe Page, &c. for 75 Cents single, or Nine 
Copies for $5,00, 

Also the same volumes half bound, ina nent, substantia! 
and dumible manner, with Leather Backs and Corners. Marble 
Paper sides nud Lettered on the Back, for $1,00 single, or 
Seven Copies for 85,00. 

The Postage onthe Stitched Volumes, will be about 16 
Cents ; the Half Bound, 18) Cents to any part of the United 
States. 

We have also on hand any of the Volumes above mentioned 
bound in Double Volumes (two Vols. in one ) ter 82,00 singie 
or Three Double Volumes for 84.59. ‘These are bound in the 
neatest and most substantial manver. Postage about 40 Cts 
ach to any partof the United States. 


New Volume, October, 1850. 


HUMAL REPOSITORY, 


OBL. 27, “Commencing Ox. 49, 1850, 


EMBELLISHED WITH NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS, 
Price $1—Clubs from 45 to 75 Cents. 
THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be devoted to Polite 


Literature, containing Moral nod Sentimental Pales, Orginal 
Communications, Biographies, Traveling Sketches, Amusing 
Miscellany, Humerous and ffistorien! Aneedotes, Valuuhie 
Recipes, Poetry, &e. The tint Number of the Twenty 
seventh Volume of the Rurnat Reposrrory will be issued on 
Saturday the (9th of Cetuber, beau, 





The “ Repositofy circulates among the moat intelligent 
fas milies of our e ountry and ts hailed as a welcome visitor, by 

ll that have favored us with their patronage. [Tt has stood 
the test of more than a quarter of a century ; amid the non my 
changes that have taken place and the ups and downs of lif 
whilst hune trede of a similar character have pe erisheel, one 
homble Rural has continued on, from year to veur, until itas 
the Oldest Literary Paper in the United States. 


CONDITIONS. 


THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be published every 
other Saturday in the Quarto form, eontaini ng twenty six 
numbers of eight pages onch. with a title page and index tu 
the volume, making in the whole 208 peges. ft will aan he 
embellished with numerous Engravings, and consequently | 
willbe one of the neutest, c hen pest, und best literary 


in the country, 
TERMS. 


ONE DOLLAR per annum, invariably in adronce. We 
have an few copies of the Pith Ith. 'Grh. [teh. Deeb Th, 
QWhh, Vist, V4, Vith, With, and 2th volumes, and any one 
sending forthe 27th volume, enn have as many ec opies of either 
of these volumes as they wish at the same mre as that vol- 
ume. All velumes not mentioned above will not be suld ex- 
cept when a whole set is wanted. 


Clubs! Clubs! Clabs! Clubs! 


2 Copies for $1.50, being 75 Cents Each, 


iV apes 


3 do. in), da, On do 
5 do. 23.00, do, do 
R do. £1.14), do. 50 do. 
TI do. S&5.00, da. 46 do. 
a3 do. S1000. do. 45 do. 
a“ do, S150, do, 45 do. 
44 do. S200, do. 45 do. 
5 du. $25.00, doa. 45 do. 


Names of subscribers with the amount of Subscription to 
be sent as soon as possible to the publisher. 


Pr No subscription received for less than one vent. All 
the bnek numbers furnished to: new sulseribers daring the year 
until the edition is vat, unless otherwise ordered. i 

WILLLAM B. STODDARD. 

Hudson, Columbia, Co. N. Y. 


Ir NOTICE TO AGENTS, &c..rp 


ir The present Post Office Law, will probably prevent 
our sending a Large Prospectus as herete fore, in cor sequence 
f the ettra expense ; but the matter contained yw one, and all 
the necessary information coneerning Cluts, ete. ean be ascer- 
tained from the above. We re speetfully solicit all our sub 
seribers to endeavour to géet up a Club ia heir vicinity forthe 
next Volume. 

rs EDVTORS, who wish to exchange, sre respectiully re 
swested to give the abuve a few hisertions, of at least a nutice 
‘nd receive Subscriptions. 








